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THE  LEGEND  OF  CHOCORUA 


Long  ago  when  Mount  Chocorua 
Had  not  heard  the  gun  of  whiteman; 
When  the  bear  and  deer  roamed  fearless 
By  the  swift  Pemigewasset; 

When  the  trout  jumped  and  the  Bob-cats 
Freely  roamed  through  all  the  forest; 
When  the  Log-cock  with  his  calling 
Started  up  the  woodland  echoes; 

When  the  Partridge  brought  her  brood  up 
By  the  fern-grown  brook  in  safety, 

Lived  the  mighty  chief  Chocorua 
And  his  tribe  of  hardy  redmen. 

For  a score  of  years  these  warriors 
Had  been  masters  of  the  mountain: 
Conquered  all  intruding  nations 
From  the  tribe  of  Passaconway 
To  the  giants  of  the  Paugus; 

All  the  tribes  beyond  the  Bearcamp, 

And  the  savage  men  of  Whiteface 
Tribe  by  tribe  they’d  fairly  conquered  ; 
Yet  they  never  fought  for  glory. 

Never  in  the  lands  of  others. 

But  they  fought  for  the  protection 
Of  the  hunting  grounds,  their  birthright. 

Now  they  lived  on  mount  Chocorua, 

On  the  rocky,  bush-grown  summit 
Where  the  sandwort’s  dainty  whiteness 
Fills  up  every  moss-grown  crevice. 

Strong  was  every  man  among  them. 
Skilled  in  climbing,  swift  in  running; 
Flew  their  arrows  all  unerring 
Far  as  strength  of  bow  could  send  them. 
Near  the  summit  of  the  mountain. 

Leaning  far  out  o’er  the  cliff-side, 


Was  the  Great  Rock  of  their  fathers; 

In  his  tent  beside  this  great  crag 
Dwelt  the  noble  chief  Chocorua. 

On  an  afternoon  in  Autumn 
To  their  wigwams  on  the  summit. 

Not  from  war  and  cruel  slaughter. 

Not  from  burning  and  from  plunder. 

But  from  day  of  peaceful  hunting 
All  the  warriors  had  retired. 

Round  their  cheerful  blazing  campfires 
Talked  they  of  their  day’s  successes; 

Stretched  to  dry  on  frames  of  willow 
Skin  of  fox  and  skin  of  beaver; 

Carved  out  bone-tips  for  their  arrows. 

While  the  venison  was  cooking. 

When  around  them  rang  the  war-whoop 
Of  the  tribes  of  Passaconway, 

Of  the  giants  of  the  Paugus, 

Of  the  savage  men  of  Whiteface. 

They  had  formed  a grim  alliance. 

All  these  tribes  of  vanquished  redmen. 

To  take  the  proud  chief  of  Chocorua, 

And  to  slay  his  valiant  fighters. 

Answering  came  a cry  so  fearful 
From  the  throats  of  the  Chocoruas, 

With  such  awful  anger  given. 

That  those  men,  once  conquered,  trembled. 
Thinking  of  the  time  they  heard  it 
When  the  mighty  chief  had  crushed  them. 

Twanged  the  bows;  and  knotted  warclubs. 

By  their  mighty  arms  well  wielded. 

Crushed  through  all  that  came  beneath  them. 
Flashed  the  tomahawks  all  bloody. 

Gleamed  the  knives  at  closer  quarters; 
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Backward,  forward,  raged  the  battle; 

Now  the  savage  men  of  Whiteface 
Bore  down  hard  on  the  Chocoruas; 

From  another  side  the  Paugans, 

In  the  rear  the  men  of  Bearcamp, 

And  the  fierce  Pemigewassetts: 

As  the  wheat  before  the  reaper 
Fell  they,  slain  by  the  Chocoruas. 

Three  to  one  must  always  conquer 
When  the  redman  meets  the  redman  ; 

And  at  last  great  chief  Chocorua 
Stood  alone  of  all  his  brave  men. 

With  a leap  straightway  he  mounted 
Up  above  them  on  the  Great  Rock, 

Site  of  the  proud  eagle’s  nesting. 
Straightened  he  his  massive  stature. 

Calm  he  was,  though  sorely  wounded. 

As  he  stood  there  sharply  outlined 
In  the  darkening  lights  of  sunset. 

Holding  still  his  heavy  war-club. 

Cried  to  all  those  men  who  sought  him: 

“ Stand,  you  cowards  of  the  Paugus  ! 
Back,  you  tribes  of  Passaconway  ! 

Well  you  knew,  each  tribe  among  you 
That  alone  you  could  not  take  me  ; 

So  you  gathered  all  the  vanquished, 
Thinking  thus  that  you  would  conquer. 
Have  you  conquered?  Have  you  humbled 
The  brave  hearts  of  this  high  mountain  ? 
Ask  my  men  who  lie  around  you; 

Show  me  one  of  them  who  yielded. 

From  the  day  when  first  this  mountain 
Heard  the  chant  of  the  Chocoruas, 

From  the  day  when  first  our  war-whoop 
Rang  from  out  the  lowland  forests; 

Never  yet  has  a Chocorua 

Felt  the  conquering  touch  of  foeman; 

And  I say  by  the  Great  Spirit 
Ne’er  shall  foul  hand  of  a coward 
Rest  upon  Chocorua  living. 

May  the  spirits  of  the  warriors 
Slain  to-day  upon  this  mountain 
Ever  haunt  the  men  who  slew  them; 


Haunt  the  forest  where,  when  living. 
These  men  roamed  and  shot  their  arrows; 
Haunt  the  trout  streams,  and  the  rivers; 
Haunt  the  land  from  here  to  Paugus, 

To  the  waters  of  the  Bearcamp. 

Farewell  all  ye  lakes  and  rivers 
Painted  on  whose  mirrored  bosoms 
I have  watched  the  soft  reflection 
Of  the  changing  light  of  sunset; 

Or  whose  surfaces  I have  looked  at 
As  they  trembled  in  the  moonlight. 

Or  were  wrought  to  sudden  fury 

By  the  ragings  of  a tempest. 

Farewell  to  the  snow  and  winter. 

Farewell  to  the  calm,  mild  summer; 

To  the  rainbow  in  the  valley; 

To  the  eagle  circling  upward; 

Farewell  to  the  joys  of  hunting 
In  the  meadowland  and  forest. 

And  to  thee,  oh  noble  mountain. 

Where  I,  in  my  early  childhood. 

Loved  to  climb  and  shoot  my  arrows. 

Be  thou  true,  Home  of  my  Fathers, 

To  thy  children  who  have  loved  thee  ! ” 

And  while  all  the  victors  paused  there, 
Struck  with  awe  by  the  bold  warrior. 
Rang  upon  their  ears  affrighted 
Loud  the  war-whoop  of  Chocorua; 
Swelling,  louder,  louder,  louder. 

Till  the  forests  fairly  echoed, 

Till  the  deer  jumped  up  all  startled. 
Echoing  farther  through  the  woodland, 
Out  upon  the  fragrant  meadow. 

Past  the  Saco,  and  past  Paugus, 

Way  beyond  Pemigewassett, 

Up  against  the  side  of  Whiteface, 

To  the  heights  of  Passaconway. 

As  the  last  faint  echo,  dying, 

Lost  itself  across  the  valleys. 

And  among  the  distant  mountains. 

Taking  one  last  look  about  him 
On  the  hundred  lakes  and  rivers. 

On  the  mountain  all  familiar. 
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On  the  autumn-colored  forests. 

Off  the  Great  Rock,  o’er  the  cliff  side. 
Still  unhumbled,  free,  unconquered. 
Leaped  the  last  of  the  Chocoruas. 

Swift  they  climbed  upon  the  Great  Rock  ; 
Looked  beneath  them  in  the  valley; 

Saw  the  tree-tops  calmly  waving 
Through  the  golden  light  of  sunset. 
Slowly  then  they  started  homeward; 

Not  with  sound  of  beating  war-drum. 

Not  with  loud  and  ringing  war-whoop. 
Silently,  and  empty-handed. 

Blood  was  mingled  with  the  war-paint 
Of  the  giants  of  the  Paugus; 


Of  the  great  Pemigewassetts 
Half  were  borne  dead  from  the  struggle; 
Leaderless  the  men  of  Whiteface 
Left  Chocorua  that  evening. 

As  they  slowly  followed  downward 
All  the  windings  of  the  South  trail. 

Called  the  Log-cock  from  the  valley; 

Called  the  melancholy  screech  owl; 

Dashed  the  frightened  deer  to  cover; 

Plunged  the  bear  into  the  thicket; 

And  above  them,  circling  proudly 
O’er  the  land  of  light  and  shadow. 

Soared  the  eagle  as  to  mock  them. 

G.  E.  ’04. 


THE  HON.  JONATHAN  STOUT 


A MAN  of  magnitude  is  Jonathan  Stout, 
“ a portly  man  and  a corpulent  one, 
and  his  age  some  fifty  or,  by  her  lady, 
inclining  to  three-score.” 

Every  morning  at  exactly  7.08  he  emerges 
from  the  little  green  front  door  of  his  house  in 
the  village.  At  exactly  7.09  he  bestows  a 
kindly  nod  upon  the  village  postmaster  in  the 
grocery  window  as  he  pa.ses  on  his  way  to  the 
station.  Now,  good  people,  stand  forth  and 
behold  him  while  ye  may.  Ah,  yes  ! roll  up 
the  curtain  gently,  timid  maid,  if  perchance 
his  gracious  smile  may  illuminate  thy  virgin 
bower  even  as  the  rays  of  the  rising  sun  ; and 
as  he  passes  by  offer  thy  secret  prayer  to  Venus 
that  even  such  a one  as  he  may  be  thy  faithful 
swain. 

For  Jonathan  Stout  is  the  person  of  the 
town.  The  turn-down  collar  of  Jonathan 
Stout  shineth  immaculate.  A wet  sponge 
doeth  the  business  each  evening.  A pearl- 
colored  soft  hat  encircleth  his  brow  like  a halo 
of  light,  and  a massive  watch  chain  far  out  on 
the  jutting  boulder  of  his  vest,  even  like  some 
clear-voiced  harbinger,  doth  loud  proclaim  to 
all  the  world,  “ Behold  a man  ! ” 


But,  lo  ! Even  now  the  iron  steed  whis- 
tleth  near.  Farewell,  Stout,  farewell  ! The 
blessings  of  thy  native  spot  go  with  thee.  At 
9 a.  m.  thou  wilt  ascend  the  steps  of  the  com- 
monwealth’s Capitol,  Stout,  there  to  defend 
against  tyranny  and  oppression  the  town  that 
bore  and  loves  thee.  Worthy  Stout  ! 

But,  like  Solon  of  Athens,  Jonathan  Stout  is 
not  merely  a law-giver.  The  Legislature  is  a 
mere  “Pink  tea”  to  Stout;  the  care  of  the 
town  funds,  which  would  drive  many  a man  to 
desperation,  is  to  Stout  a trifle,  indeed,  dear 
friends,  but  a trifle.  It  is  the  Firm  that  keeps 
Stout  occupied,  the  Firm  that  has  taken  him  off 
to  Boston  every  morning  for  the  last  thirty 
years.  For  Stout  is  by  profession  a lawyer. 
And  what  a business  he  does  ! Would  you 
like  to  hear  about  it  ? Ask  Silas  Kyte  of  the 
grocery,  who  sees  all  his  mail.  Inquire 
around  the  village  and  learn  what  vast  financial 
interests  Stout  holds  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 
Win  the  confidence  of  Mrs.  Stout  and  you  may 
find  that,  though  you  knew  it  not,  even  your 
little  purse-strings  connect  with  the  almighty 
hand  of  the  Firm.  But  rest  calm.  While  the 
books  of  the  Firm  contain  the  name  of  Jona- 
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than  Stout,  neither  you  nor  the  nation  shall 
suffer.  And  yet  with  all  his  power  this  Stout 
is  content  to  inhabit  a two-story  cottage  in  the 
town  of  his  nativity.  Magnanimous  Stout  ! 

I always  have  a kind  of  proud  feeling  of  kin- 
ship with  Jonathan  Stout  because  he  and  I are 
the  only  “Harvard  men”  in  the  town. 
Jonathan  Stout  “ graduated  long  ago,”  and  I 
am  to  enter  next  year. 

It  was  this  feeling  of  kinship  that  led  me  rev- 
erentially and  timidly  to  the  little  green  door  one 
day  last  week,  note-book  in  hand.  Friends,  I re- 
traced my  steps  from  that  threshold,  having  been 
entertained  with  the  hospitality  and  dismissed 
with  the  courtesy  of  Jonathan  Stout,  and  hold- 
ing within  the  compass  of  five  ordinary  fingers 
and  a thumb,  and  in  a three-cent  memorandum 
book,  full  and  explicit  directions  for  a glorious 
and  successful  college  career  ; and  now,  with  a 
spirit  of  altruism  characteristic  of  myself,  for 
which  I hope  I may  receive  due  reward  in  the 
hereafter,  I communicate  those  secrets  to  you, 
word  for  word  as  I received  them  : 

“ Harvard — Grand  institution  of  learning — 
I graduated  there — Never  be  sorry  selected 
largest  and  best-equipped  University  in  land 
for  Alma  Mater  as  I did — But  one  word  of  ad- 
vice from  one  who  knows — for  great  and  suc- 
cessful career  in  life — Caution.  Study  is  far 
from  all  in  college — especially  in  undergradu- 
ate life — Don’t  spend  time  grinding — was  not 
my  custom — Large  circle  of  friends  necessary  if 
wish  to  mount  on  pinions  of  fame — Shakespeare 
knew  small  Latin  and  less  Greek — Also  princi- 
pal men  in  State  House — Speaks  from  experi- 


ence— Forgotten  and — Take  me  for  example — 
what  would  have  amounted  to,  if  studied  He- 
brew in  college — Take  interest  in  athletics  as  I 
did — Be  man — righteousness — honesty — tenac- 
ity— generosity — temperance — patriotism  — all 
rewarded  by  nation — Personal  experience — Fol- 
low my  advice — High  in  life  as  I — Legislature 
— perhaps — Sorry  must  go — Public  business — 
Important  documents — More  advice  some  other 
time.” 

Sagacious  Stout ! 

But  all  great  men  have  their  enemies.  A 
few  days  after  my  call  on  Mr.  Stout  I met  a 
man,  I will  not  call  him  a gentleman,  who  had 
the  audacity  to  use  the  following  sacrilegious 
language  in  respect  to  the  esteemed  subject  of 
this  sketch  : — 

“So  you  know  old  ‘Jon’  Stout?  Why, 
he  and  I were  classmates  at  Harvard  back  in 
’75  and  ’76.  He  was  a queer  chap.  Used 
to  study  like  everything — regular  grind,  in  fact. 
But,  for  all  that,  he  couldn’t  seem  to  learn  any- 
thing. Awfully  unsociable,  too  ; didn’t  have 
hardly  a friend  in  the  college.  No  interest  in 
athletics  or  anything  else.  Managed  to  get  on 
a couple  of  years  and  then  got  kicked  out. 
Afler  his  premature  graduation  he  went  to 
reading  law  in  a down-town  office,  and  about 
ten  or  a dozen  years  ago  he  opened  up  a little 
office  for  himself.  I went  down  to  see  him 
once.  It’s  a dingy  little  hole  up  six  long,  nar- 
row, dark  flights  of ” I did  not  hear 

the  rest  but  fled  disgusted.  Poor,  slandered 
Stout  ! J.  B.  C.,  ’04. 


Latin  teacher,  illustrating  text,  “If  I were 
to  start  to  walk  to  Columbus  Avenue,  and  should 
stop  off  at  the  school,  then  start  to  finish  my 
walk,  what  would  I be  doing  ? ” 

Boy:  “Pursuing  your  way.” 

Latin  teacher,  to  boy  who  had  been  asleep  ; 
“When  Miltiades  stopped  at  Lemnos  and  then 
pursued  his  way  where  was  he  bound?  . 

Boy:  “Columbus  Avenue.” 

Echoes  from  the  fourth  class,  “Wake  up  ! ” 


Owing  to  the  carelessness  of  the  editor  the 
nouce  relating  to  the  Class  Day  Committee 
was  omitted  in  the  last  issue  of  the  paper.  An 
election  was  held  early  in  December,  and  the 
Class  Day  Committee  is  composed  of  Hanley, 
chairman;  Freedman,  Long,  Gould,  and 
House.  The  Class  Day  will  be  April  23,  as 
was  the  case  last  year. 

S’ ebranler. 

To  get  a move  on. 
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“ O,  what  hadst  thou  to  do  with  cruel  Death,  . 

Who  wast  so  full  of  life,  or  Death  with  thee, 

That  thou  shouldst  die  before  thou  hadst  grown  old  ? ” 

The  whole  school  shared  with  the  senior 
class  the  grief  from  the  shock  which  they  re- 
ceived on  the  first  school  day  of  the  new  year 
at  the  news  of  the  sudden  and  untimely  death 
of  their  beloved  classmate,  James  Henry 
Mohan.  It  was  scarcely  to  be  believed  that 
one  whom  we  had  seen  such  a short  time  before 
in  the  full  strength  of  vigorous  budding  man- 
hood should  have  passed  beyond  the  cares  and 
troubles  of  this  life,  and  left  us  less  fortunate 
ones  still  plodding  on  toward  the  inevitable  end. 
This  visit  of  the  Grim  Reaper  upon  the  obedi- 
ent student,  the  respected  classmate  and  the 
cherished  friend,  cast  upon  the  school,  students 
and  instructors  alike,  a gloom  which  even  the 
busy  hum  of  school  life  made  it  difficult  to 
dispel. 

At  the  kind  invitation  of  the  family  of  the 
deceased,  the  first  class,  with  Mr.  Chadwick 
and  Mr.  P.  T.  Campbell,  attended  the  services 
at  St.  Margaret’s  Church.  In  addition  to  this 
a Committee,  consisting  of  W.  A.  Hanley, 
T.  J.  Hanlon,  D.  V.  Fitzgerald  and  J.  G. 
Long,  accompanied  the  body  to  the  grave. 
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jwhile  among  the  pall -bearers  were  J.  F.  New- 
comb, F.  J.  Comerford,  E.  F.  Overn  and 
J.  A Fitzgerald  of  the  class  of  ’03,  T.  J.  Fah- 
erty  of  ’04,  and  F.  M.  Walsh  of  ’02.  The 
entire  foot-ball  team  also  attended  the  services 
at  the  church. 

James  Henry  Mohan  was  born  August  1, 
1884.  His  early  education  was  received  at 
the  Edward  Everett  and  Roger  Clapp  Grammar 
Schools,  from  which  latter  he  was  graduated  in 
June,  1898.  He  entered  the  Latin  School  in 
the  fall  of  the  same  year,  and  his  progress  was 
that  of  the  ever-faithful  student.  Aside  from 
his  class  duties  he  was  a popular  and  successful 
athlete,  playing  right  tackle  on  the  1901  and 
the  champion  1902  foot-ball  teams.  His  popu- 
larity among  his  classmates  was  shown  by  his 
election  to  the  Photograph  Committee,  one  of 
the  most  important  positions  in  the  gift  of  the 
class. 

His  untimely  end  brought  to  all  who  knew 
him  sorrow  and  disappointment  that  the  bril- 
liant future  which  seemed  to  lay  before  him 
had  been  cut  off  at  the  very  beginning  by  an 
All-wise  God,  who  apportions  the  destinies  of 
all  men  wisely  and  well.  Requiescat  in  pace. 


Dawn. 

Lo,  in  the  East  the  watchful  Dawn 
Threw  back  the  darkling  doors  of  Night, 
And  opened  wide  the  lofty  halls. 

Suffused  in  rosy-tinted  light. 

The  stars  in  wild  confusion  fled. 

And  Lucifer,  his  troops  all  sped. 

Last  left  his  station  on  the  height. 

R.  T.  P.,  ’05. 


Eldon  MacLeod,  B.  L.  S.,  ’oi,  is  one  of 
the  forwards  on  the  Harvard  hockey  team,  and 
played  in  the  game  against  M.  I.  T.,  Saturday, 
January  10,  in  which  Harvard  won,  four  to 
three.  MacLeod  coached  the  E.  H.  S. 
hockey  team  last  year. 

Heard  in  Class  III. 

Ih  m'  ont  mit  en  demi-solde. 

They  have  put  me  in  half  a soldier. 
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OFFICER  S’  PARTIES 


We  wish  everyone  to  come  to  the  School 
dance  this  year.  It  occurs  Saturday  afternoon, 
February  7,  1903,  in  the  Armory  Hall,  Latin 
School,  Warren  avenue.  Dancing  from  2 to  6. 
Tickets,  admitting  gentleman  and  lady,  one 
dollar  each.  Music  will  be  furnished  by 
Poole’s  Orchestra.  Let  everyone  come.  You 
are  sure  of  a good  time. 

Friday  evening,  December  12,  1902,  the 
second  annual  Cadet  hop  of  M.  I.  T.  took 
place.  Captains  Hanlon,  Middleton  and 
McMichael,  Lieutenants  Heath,  Wilson  and 


Pfeifer,  and  Drum  Major  Stewart  represented 
the  Latin  School. 

Charlestown  High  School  held  its  annual 
officers’  party  December  13,  1902.  Captain 
Shanahan  represented  B.  L.  S. 

On  Friday  evening,  January  2,  1903,  the 
officers  of  the  Wakefield  High  School  battalion 
held  their  twelfth  annual  party  in  the  Town 
Hall,  Wakefield,  Mass.  Captain  McMichael 
and  Lieutenant  Wilson  were  present  from 

B.  L.  S. 


NOTES 


Our  annual  chess  tournament  is  at  last 
through  with  its  dying  agonies,  and  Room  10 
rests  in  peace  once  more.  As  the  result  of 
those  mysterious  struggles,  from  which  all  non- 
combatants  are  ruthlessly  thrust  out,  H.  B. 
Daly,  ’03,  is  again  champion  of  the  school, 
with  fourteen  victories,  and  not  a single  defeat. 

C.  G.  Morse,  ’03,  is  second,  with  eleven  victo- 
ries and  three  defeats.  We  are  thinking  seri- 
ously of  sending  Daly  over  to  contend  with 
Pillsbury,  Janowsky,  and  the  other  chess  masters 
at  the  next  international  tournament. 

D.  I.  Patch,  ’05,  is  again  at  school,  just  re- 
covered from  an  attack  of  typhoid  fever. 

Le  gar  con  prit  une  patombe. 

The  boy  caught  a plum. 

(An  unusual  event  in  the  Latin  School.) 

Owing  to  the  delay  in  having  the  picture  of 
the  foot-ball  team  taken,  we  cannot  present  the 
picture  to  our  readers  in  this  issue.  It  is  our 
intention,  however,  to  have  it  ready  tor  the 
February  number. 

AXIOM  9999. 

Two  points  are  the  shortest  distance  between 
a straight  line. 


McCusker,  ’06,  right  half-back  on  this 
year’s  foot-ball  team,  has  left  school,  and  is 
tutoring  for  M.  I.  T. 

Johnson,  ’06,  has  gone  to  E.  H.  S.,  and 
Perry,  of  the  same  class,  has  entered  a Waltham 
boarding  school. 

Le s oeufs  au  lait. 

Skimmed  eggs. 

C’  a ete  si  brusque. 

This  is  so  sudden  ! 

C'  et ait  une  grande  batisse  caree. 

It  was  a great  square  beast. 

“There  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun.’’ 
In  defence  of  this  saying  we  quote  the  following 
line  from  the  Iliad,  B,  103  : — 

'Ep/xeias  SiaKropos  apyeMfsovTr)1;. 

“ Hermes,  slayer  of  Argus,  the  conductor.” 
Who  says  there  weren’t  trolley  cars  and  rail- 
roads in  Homer’s  time  ? 

6 yepasv  Kate  esrl  crgL^rji. 

The  old  man  cried  over  his  splints. 

IlavSoKevs. 

A pawnbroker. 
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JAN  V A 

THE  German  army,  during  the  French 
and  German  war,  was  divided  into 
two  parts.  One  half,  under  the  com- 
mand of  General  Van  Schmidt,  was  besieged 
by  the  French  army  under  Napoleon,  Emperor 
of  France,  in  the  Black  Forest  Mountains.  A 
river  flowed  between  this  half  of  the  army  and 
the  other  half,  which  was  under  the  command 
of  General  Von  Regenbogen.  The  French 
were  between  these  two  halves,  on  the  moun- 
tain side  of  the  river. 

These  positions  were  kept  for  about  a month  ; 
then  came  the  awful  announcement  that  the 
provisions  of  the  Germans  were  almost  ex- 
hausted. Van  Schmidt  knew  that  there  were 
only  a few  paths  down  the  mountain  side,  and 
also  that  these  were  closely  guarded  by  the 
French.  On  this  account  the  plan  of  signaling 
to  Von  Regenbogen  for  help  was  given  up. 

A young  private,  by  the  name  of  Van  Voor, 
asked  leave  of  Van  Schmidt  to  attempt  to  pass 
through  the  French  lines,  to  cross  the  river, 
and  to  bring  aid  to  Van  Schmidt.  Van 
Schmidt  reluctantly  gave  his  permission,  and 
told  Van  Voor  to  report  on  the  next  day,  pre- 
pared for  his  journey.  If  he  were  caught. 
Van  Voor’s  chances  of  life  were  small,  because 
the  French  were  burning  with  desire  to  kill  the 
Germans,  from  whom  they  had  suffered  severe 
losses  in  their  attempts  to  scale  the  mountain. 

Van  Voor  immediately  set  about  making 
preparations  for  his  perilous  journey.  He  pur- 
chased an  extra  thick  suit  of  furs,  and  made  a 
large  sled.  All  this  time  his  comrades  were 
puzzling  themselves,  thinking  how  he  could  ac- 
complish his  journey  in  safety.  When  he 
made  the  sled  it  dawned  upon  them  that  he  in- 
tended to  coast  down  the  mountain  and  trust 
to  luck  to  escape  the  French. 

The  next  day  he  reported  to  Van  Schmidt, 
received  the  despatches,  and  started  on  his 


N VOOR 


perilous  journey.  All  this  happened  in  the 
month  of  December,  and,  therefore,  all  the 
streams  were  frozen  and  it  was  easy  coasting. 
He  started  off,  his  speed  increasing  the  farther 
he  went.  He  had  almost  reached  the  bottom, 
and  was  congratulating  himself  that  he  would 
succeed,  when  his  sled  was  caught  in  a bush 
and  he  fell  off,  and  rolled  over  and  over. 
This  noise  attracted  a party  of  French  soldiers, 
and  when  they  saw  Van  Voor  rolling  over  and 
all  dressed  up  in  furs,  they  took  him  for  a bear, 
and,  being  hungry,  gave  chase.  Van  Voor  saw 
them  coming  and  jumped  on  the  sled  to  escape, 
but  not  in  time  to  escape  a shot  from  one  of  the 
soldiers.  This  shot  took  effect  in  his  right 
shoulder.  The  pain  was  so  intense  that  he 
thought  he  would  have  to  fall  off,  but  he  held 
on  with  grim  determination. 

It  was  easy  coasting  down  the  rest  of  the 
way,  but  Jan  had  only  a confused  idea  of  the 
rest.  When  he  was  almost  across  the  river  he 
became  unconscious,  and  was  found  in  this 
state  by  a party  of  German  soldiers,  whom  his 
groans  attracted.  He  was  brought  to  Von 
Regenbogen,  who  searched  him  and  found  the 
despatches,  and  thus  the  Germans  were  saved. 

When  he  returned  to  his  senses  he  was 
cheered  and  cheered  to  the  echo,  and  was  the 
hero  of  the  hour.  For  this  piece  of  bravery  he 
was  promoted  to  a sergeancy,  and  later  on  in 
the  war  he  became  a captain.  Before  he  re- 
tired he  became  a general,  and  died  highly 
honored.  C.  F.  R.,  ’06. 

Professor : “ Was  I so  stupid  as  to  call  that 
word  a noun  ? ” 

Truthful  Student  ; “ Yes,  sir.” 

Levres  de  rose. 

Rose  leaves. 
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JANUARY,  1903 


WE  receive  about  a hundred  exchanges 
every  month,  good,  bad,  and  in- 
different. Most  of  them  contain 
fine  reading,  and  all  of  them  afford  a chance  to 
draw  a comparison  between  the  papers  of  other 
schools,  and  our  own.  We  invite  any  fellow 
who  would  like  to  obtain  any  of  our  exchanges 
to  apply  to  Wilson,  who  acts  as  exchange 
editor,  at  Room  13,  during  the  short  recesss 
Mondays  and  Wednesdays.  Several  of  our 
esteemed  contemporaries  have  been  so  kind  as 
to  point  out  our  folly  in  not  having  an  exchange 
column.  However,  having  heard  no  com- 
plaints on  that  score  from  the  fellows  in  our 
own  school,  and  holding  that  we  get  out  a paper 
in  the  interests  of  the  pupils  of  the  Larin  School, 
and  not  for  the  benefit  of  our  exchanges,  we 
shall  continue  in  our  folly  and  dispense  with  the 
exchange  column. 

Thinking  that  some  of  the  Latin  School  pupils 
would  like  to  get  an  insight  into  the  internal 
managment  of  the  Register  we  will  now  try  to 
describe  to  our  readers  the  “ workins  ” of  their 
school  paper.  In  the  first  place  the  paper  must 
have  some  financial  backing.  This  is  insured 
by  the  four  hundred  odd  subscribers,  the  num- 


ber of  whom  is  about  the  same  every  year. 
Then  the  business  manager  has  to  do  his  part 
by  getting  ads  and  collecting  money  for  the 
same.  Needless  to  say  the  latter  is  the  easier. 
The  next  thing  to  consider  is  the  material, 
stories,  poems,  essays,  and  so  forth.  In  case 
the  fellows  in  the  school  do  not  send  enough 
good  material,  the  editor-in-chief  has  to  fall 
back  on  his  assistants,  and  sometimes,  though 
rarely,  even  these  fail  him.  All  articles  have  to 
be  handed  to  the  editor-in-chief,  who  first  reads 
them.  Then,  if  he  approves  of  them,  the 
articles  go  to  the  head  instructor  in  English  for 
final  approval.  All  material  which  passes  the 
final  tribunal  is  considered  fit  for  publication, 
and  is  laid  aside  for  future  use,  and  may  event- 
ually appear  in  the  paper.  Obtaining  and 
approving  the  material  is  the  least  arduous  of 
the  editor’s  duties.  School  news  and  notes  he 
obtains,  or  rather,  is  supposed  to  obtain  through 
room  reporters.  After  all  the  material  has  been 
collected,  the  editor  selects  such  articles  as  he 
wishes  to  appear  in  the  next  issue,  and  takes 
them  over  to  the  printer,  arranging  the  date 
when  he  shall  come  and  read  the  galley-proof. 
Then  he  goes  home  and  dreams  bad  dreams  of 
printers  and  galley-proofs  and  other  necessary 
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evils.  When  the  day  comes  for  him  to  read 
the  galley-proof,  he  prepares  for  an  all-night’s 
job.  It  takes  about  an  hour  to  read  the  proof, 
and  then  comes  the  bane  of  the  editor's  life,  i. 
e.  making  up  a dummy.  He  takes  an  old 
copy  of  the  paper  and  proceeds  to  cut  up  the 
galley  proof  and  portion  out  page  after  page, 
and  paste  it  on  the  old  paper.  If  the  editor  is 
lucky  and  things  fit  well  together  he  manages  to 
get  through  it  in  an  hour;  if  not,  it  sometimes 
lasts  from  an  hour  and  a half  to  two  hours, 
almost  as  bad  as  a Harvard  preliminary  ex- 
amination. Of  course,  notes  help  out  wonder- 
fully, and  happy  is  the  editor  who  has  many  of 
them.  About  a day  or  two  later,  comes  the 
page  proof.  The  printer  has  cut  up  the  galley 
proof  and  arranged  it  in  pages  according  to  the 
desire  of  the  editor,  expressed  through  the 
medium  of  the  dummy,  and  everything  is  ready 
for  the  final  reading.  All  cuts,  half-tones  and 
ads  have  to  be  ready  on  this  day.  By  the  time 
the  paper  is  ready  to  go  to  press  the  articles 
begin  to  be  an  old  story  to  the  editor,  in  very 
truth.  The  printer  does  his  part,  and  a couple 
of  days  later  the  papers  are  delivered  to  the 
business  manager  at  the  school,  and  he  then 
sees  to  their  final  distribution.  The  fellows 
read  the  paper,  and  some  make  criticisms  to 
the  editor,  which  go  in  one  ear  and  out  the 
other,  and  he  goes  home  and  enjoys  a good 
night’s  sleep,  the  first  for  a week;  and  this  is 
the  story  of  the  birth,  life,  and  death  of  one 
issue  of  the  paper. 

Are  we  to  have  the  use  of  the  Gymnasium 
again  this  year  ? Surely  enough  enthusiasm  was 
shown  last  year  to  justify  a trial  of  the  plan  this 
year.  The  members  of  the  younger  classes  are 
using  the  gymnasium  right  along,  and  we  think 
the  older  fellows  are  entitled  to  it  as  well. 
There  are  many  fellows  in  the  school  who  are 
unable  to  get  the  benefit  of  a gymnasium  out- 


side of  the  school,  and,  being  deprived  of  the 
opportunity  of  using  ours,  consequently  go  with- 
out. We  believe  no  fellow  should  go  without 
systematic  exercise  and  the  training  which  can  be 
received  only  in  a gymnasium.  We  hope  to 
see  the  gymnasium  opened  to  the  four  upper 
classes,  as  it  was  last  year. 

The  Massachusetts  Interscholastic  Press  Asso- 
ciation held  its  third  meeting  in  the  library  of  the 
English  High  School,  Boston,  Saturday  morn- 
ing, January  16,  at  9.30.  A paper  was  read 
by  Miss  Currier,  of  the  Chelsea  High  School 
Beacon , on  “ The  Departments  of  the  School 
Paper.”  In  the  course  of  her  remarks  she 
touched  upon  the  trite  subject  of  the  exchange 
column.  Though  in  favor  of  this  department, 
the  lady  asserted  that  the  exchange  column 
must  be  a good  one,  or  else  it  has  no  right  to 
exist.  It  is  a very  hard  thing  to  maintain  a 
good  exchange  column.  Fitzgerald,  of 
B.  L.  S.,  read  a most  interesting  paper  on 
“Athletics  in  the  School  Paper,”  which  was 
enjoyed  most  thoroughly  by  all  those  present. 
The  next  meeting  will  be  held  in  the  Girl’s 
High  School,  Boston,  January  31. 

Are  we,  or  are  we  not,  to  have  a Banjo 
Club  in  B.  L.  S.  this  year  ? It  all  rests  with 
the  fellows  themselves.  Several  attempts  have 
already  been  made  to  start  a Banp  Club  this 
year,  but  so  far  only  two  or  three  have  re- 
sponded. Surely  in  so  large  a school  as  ours 
there  are  eight  or  ten  fellows,  at  least,  who  can 
play  either  a banjo,  guitar,  or  mandolin.  It 
certainly  is  due  to  a lack  of  spirit,  to  an  incli- 
nation to  let  the  other  fellow  do  the  work,  that 
the  response  has  been  so  weak.  We  all  en- 
joyed the  music  served  up  to  us  last  year. 
Don’t  let  us  be  without  a club  this  year  ; so 
come  out,  everybody  who  can  play  at  all,  and 
give  your  names  to  Downes,  of  Room  17. 


There  is  a bare  possibility  of  Captain 
Shanahan’s  not  playing  baseball  this  spring. 
His  loss  will  be  most  keenly  felt,  as  he  is  one 


of  the  most  valuable  men  we  have  in  our 
athletic  world.  It  is  sincerely  hoped  this  is 
nothing  more  than  a rumor. 
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HIS  LAST  CASE 


SOME  fifteen  years  or  more  after  the  dis- 
covery of  gold  in  California,  there  was  a 
mining  district  about  fifty  miles  from  San 
Francisco,  which  had  become  notorious  not 
only  in  the  west,  but  also  in  the  east  for  the 
numerous  robberies  and  hold-ups  that  had 
occurred  in  its  vicinity.  The  bandits  seemed 
to  have  scruples  against  murder,  and  confined 
themselves  exclusively  to  the  plunder  of  pocket- 
books  and  gold  dust.  So  carefully  did  these 
men  cover  their  tracks  that  all  attempts  to  trace 
them  to  their  dens  had  proved  utterly  fruitless. 
They  seemed  to  be  everywhere  and  nowhere. 
The.  same  sort  of  thing  had  occurred  in  other 
parts  of  the  west,  though  not  on  so  large  a scale. 

Shrewdest  management  was  evident  in  all  the 
operations  of  these  bandits,  and  no  one  doubted 
that  there  was  some  master-hand  which  super- 
intended the  mysterious  movements  of  these  out- 
laws. To  the  supposed  leader  of  this  gang  the 
westerners  had  given  the  name  of  Wily  Jack.  No 
one  had  ever  seen  this  gentleman,  except  when 
covered  by  a revolver  on  a dark  night,  and,  in 
consequence,  all  kinds  of  descriptions  of  this 
outlaw  issued  from  the  terrified  minds  of  those 
who  from  time  to  time  were  relieved  of  their 
supply  of  gold  dust.  Unlike  many  of  the 
western  bandits,  these  outlaws  did  most  of  their 
work  at  night.  It  was  suspected  that  the 
proprietor  of  the  place  that  passed  for  the  hotel 
of  that  settlement  was  a member  of  the  gang, 
for  only  too  often  did  robberies  take  place  there. 
But  absolutely  nothing  could  be  proved  against 
him. 

This  state  of  affairs  continued,  with  prospects 
of  capturing  the  criminals  no  better  than  ever. 
Finally  the  matter  was  called  to  the  attention 
of  the  authorities  at  Washington,  and  it  was 
decided  to  hire  the  most  skilful  detective 
obtainable,  to  rid  the  place  of  the  outlaws,  if 
possible.  Accordingly,  Clifford  Hammond, 


at  that  time  considered  the  greatest  detective  in 
the  country,  was  sent  to  the  scene  of  the  dis- 
turbance. 

Owing  to  a delay  of  the  stage-coach,  Ham- 
mond did  not  arrive  at  his  destination  until  late 
at  night.  He  went  straight  to  the  hotel  to  take 
quarters  for  the  night.  When  he  entered  what 
out  of  courtesy  might  be  called  the  office,  he 
found,  talking  with  the  hotel-keeper,  a ponder- 
ous, dark-browed,  well-bearded  westerner,  who 
looked  like  a remnant  of  a race  of  giants.  He  was 
sitting  on  a box,  smoking,  with  his  feet  on  the 
counter.  As  Hammond  entered,  the  man  fixed 
his  eyes  intently  upon  him  for  a moment. 
Suddenly  he  started  slightly,  but  quickly  re- 
gained his  composure,  and  said  to  Hammond 
after  he  had  finished  making  arrangements  for  his 
room: 

“ Stage-coach  was  rather  late,  wasn’t  it 
stranger.” 

“Somewhat,”  replied  Hammond,  giving  the 
big  westerner  a searching  glance. 

“What’s  the  rip?  ‘Wiley  Jack’  hasn’t  been 
prowling  around  again,  has  he  ?” 

“ No,”  Hammond  responded,  “ one  of  the 
wheels  broke,  and  we  had  to  wait  for  repairs.” 

There  was  a short  silence  which  the  Califor- 
nian presently  broke. 

“ You’re  an  easterner,  aint  you,  stranger? 
You  don’t  look  as  though  you  were  going  to 
mine  it.  Perhaps  you  came  out  to  try  your 
luck  on  Wily  Jack.  There’s  five  thousand  up 
on  him,  you  know.” 

The  tone  of  voice  in  which  these  last  two 
remarks  were  spoken  and  the  look  which  accom- 
panied them  made  Hammond  believe  that  the 
man  knew  more  than  he  said.  Hammond,  in 
his  long  experience  as  a detective,  had  met  all 
sorts  and  kinds  of  criminals,  but  never  had  he 
met  a man  in  whose  presence  he  felt  in  the  least 
subdued.  There  was  however,  in  this  Califor- 
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nian  something  that  made  him  uneasy  in  spite 
of  himself.  But  he  made  reply: 

“I  should  like  to  lay  my  hands  on  him,  but  I 
guess  gold  is  safer  game.” 

“ Yes,  I reckon  it  is,”  said  the  man  with  the 
same  significant  accent.  Then  turning  to  the 
landlord:  “ Well,  landlord,”  he  said,  “ I’d 
better  be  moving.” 

He  walked  to  the  door,  and  then,  turning 
around,  he  said  while  standing  in  the  door- 
way. 

“ Good-night,  stranger,  and  good  luck  to 
you.  ’ ’ 

As  he  spoke  these  words  every  vestige  of  the 
sternness  and  ferocity  that  seemed  to  be  his 
habitual  expression  left  his  face,  and  he  cast  a 
glance  upon  Hammond  so  full  of  sadness  that 
the  detective  dropped  his  eyes  and  remained  for 
a moment  as  if  under  a spell.  When  he  lifted 
his  eyes  the  man  was  gone,  and  he  heard  the 
clatter  of  a horse’s  hoofs  echoing  through  the 
glen  in  the  silence  of  the  night. 

Realizing  that  the  man  was  gone,  he  bitterly 
reproached  himself  for  having  allowed  this  big 
Californian  to  cast  a spell  over  him,  for  he 
wished  to  question  the  man  further;  but  the 
thing  was  done,  and  it  could  not  be  helped. 
He  asked  the  landlord: 

“ Who  is  that  fellow  ? ” 

“I  can’t  tell  yer,  stranger,”  replied  his  host. 
“He  dropped  in  ter  buy  some  terbaccer.  I 
was  mighty  glad  to  see  him  cut  sticks,  for  he 
was  a wicked  lookin’  cuss.  I bet  he  was 
'Jack'  himself.” 

He  felt  that  the  man  was  lying,  but,  not 
wishing  to  press  the  matter  further  then,  he 
went  to  his  room.  After  the  detective  had 
bolted  his  door,  he  mumbled  to  himself: 

“How  did  this  man  know  why  I came  here? 
He  certainly  did.  Why  was  he  so  affected  by 
my  presence?  It  cannot  be  that  — No,  abso- 
lutely impossible.  Why  did  I let  that  fellow 
go?  By  thunder.  I’ll  shake  something  out  of 
that  fat  landlord  tomorrow.” 


Hammond  continued  in  this  strain,  becoming 
more  and  more  exasperated  with  himself,  because 
this  westerner  had  half  hypnotized  him.  It  was 
something  that  had  never  happened  to  him  be- 
fore. In  fact  his  coolness  and  self-possession  were 
proverbial  among  those  of  his  profession  who 
knew  him,  and  it  was  not  at  all  surprising  that 
Hammond  was  completely  out  of  sorts  with 
himself  because  of  the  influence  this  Californian 
had  exerted  over  him. 

The  next  morning  he  tried  to  “shake”  infor- 
mation out  of  the  landlord;  but  ply  questions  as 
he  might,  Hammond  could  get  nothing  from 
him.  Two  weeks,  three  weeks  passed.  Not  a 
robbery  had  been  committed  since  his  arrival. 
Hammand  could  get  absolutely  no  clew  as  to 
the  whereabouts  of  this  mysterious  person  who 
he  felt  in  his  bones,  was  the  criminal  he  was 
sent  to  capture. 

At  the  end  of  the  fourth  week  Hammond 
determined  that  the  case  was  hopeless,  and  re- 
solved to  return  to  the  East.  Before  doing  so, 
however,  he  wanted  to  scale  a high  mountain 
some  twelve  miles  from  the  settlement,  for 
mountain  climbing  was  his  favorite  sport.  Ac- 
cordingly he  rose  early  in  the  morning  and 
made  his  way  to  the  top  of  the  mountain.  As 
he  was  nearing  the  bottom  of  the  hill  again 
about  sunset,  he  heard  around  the  corner  of  a 
mountain  path  the  sound  of  voices.  He  has- 
tened whence  the  sound  came,  and  before  his 
eyes  was  the  big  Californian  playing  with  a lit- 
tle boy. 

A beautiful  child  it  was.  His  eyes  were  as 
blue  as  the  sky.  His  light  curly  hair  fell  in 
ringlets  on  his  forehead,  and  danced  on  his 
shoulders  as  he  danced  about  in  his  play.  The 
little  fellow  was  as  happy  as  a lark,  and  the 
huge  Californian  seemed  almost  as  joyous. 
Hammond  stood  and  watched  them  for  a mo- 
ment. Conscious  of  the  presence  of  someone, 
the  man,  wheeling  around  like  a flash,  instinc- 
tively pulled  his  revolver  from  his  belt,  but, 
seeing  Hammond,  he  slowly  returned  the 
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weapon  to  its  place  and  gazed  fixedly  at  the 
detective  for  a moment.  Then  he  said  slowly 
in  a heavy  voice  : — 

“ I have  something  I want  to  say  to  you. 
Sit  down  on  this  rock,  for  it  will  take  some 
time.”  Then,  addressing  the  boy  tenderly  : 
“ Go  play  with  the  dog  for  a while  ; I want 
to  talk  with  this  gentleman  for  a few  min- 
utes ; ” and  the  little  fellow  ran  off  with  a big 
Newfoundland. 

Hammond  took  his  seat  on  the  rock.  The 
Californian  seated  himself,  and,  resting  his  el- 
bows on  his  knees,  with  his  eyes  on  the 
ground,  began  to  speak  in  the  same  deep 
voice  : — 

“ I know  who  you  are,  and  why  you  came 
here.  Well,  I am  the  man  you’re  after,  and 
when  I finish  you  may  take  me  if  you  wish. 

“ I came  to  California  when  ’Frisco  was 
just  getting  to  be  a good-sized  place,  and  went 
straight  to  the  mines  to  try  my  luck.  I wan- 
dered around  about  four  years  without  meeting 
with  very  much  luck.  At  last  I struck  a rich 
claim  and  sold  out  for  fifty  thousand.  I then 
returned  to  ’Frisco,  intending  to  go  back  to  my 
home  in  the  East  by  boat.  ’Frisco  had  grown 
like  a weed  in  those  four  years,  and  had  almost 
tripled  its  population.  I was  young  then, 
full  of  hope,  and  my  mind  was  not  open  to  the 
deceit  and  fraud  there  was  in  the  world. 

“ At  the  hotel  where  I was  staying  were  an 
old  man  and  his  daughter.  She  was  a charm- 
ing girl,  with  eyes  as  blue  and  hair  as  light  as 
that  little  chap’s  over  there.  Ah  ! would  that 
I had  seen  the  devil  that  lurked  behind  her 
blue  eyes  and  downy  hair.  I loved  her,  I love 
her  now,  even  though  she  was  false  to  me. 
No  man  ever  trusted  God  as  I trusted  her. 
She  was  an  angel  to  me. 

“ Well,  we  married.  I did  not  write  home 
of  my  good  luck,  or  my  marriage,  because  I 
wished  to  surprise  the  old  folks.  I wanted  to 
return  home,  but  Helen  persisted  in  staying. 
A year  and  a half  glided  by,  and  she  gave  me 


that  little  chap.  About  two  months  after  the 
baby  was  born,  Helen  told  me  that  her  father 
could  invest  my  money  so  that  it  would  triple 
itself,  and  she  laid  her  scheme  before  me.  I 
raised  objections,  but  she  insisted,  and  at  last  I 
yielded.  Soon  after  I put  my  money  into  her 
possession.  That  was  the  last  time  I saw  her. 
Little  Bob  and  me  she  left  alone.  Perhaps  she 
did  not  have  the  heart  to  take  him  from  me.  I 
like  to  believe  it.  That’s  why  I am  an  out- 
law.” 

Here  he  paused.  He  still  sat  with  his  el- 
bows on  his  knees  and  his  eyes  fastened  to  the 
ground.  His  voice  became  more  mellow  as  he 
was  speaking.  Now  and  then  he  raised  his 
eyes  and  gazed  sadly  at  the  setting  sun,  but 
soon  dropped  them  again.  Presently  he  con- 
tinued : — 

“ Perhaps  you  wonder  why  I tell  all  this  to 
you.  Look  at  me.  I am  your  brother  Bob, 
who  left  college  eleven  years  ago  for  Califor- 
nia.” 

Hammond  started.  Could  it  be  that  this 
grave  and  colossal  westerner  was  the  gay, 
light-hearted  boy  who  left  home  only  eleven 
years  before?  Bob,  as  he  was  called  at  home, 
the  youngest  of  the  family,  impetuous,  restless, 
and  fond  of  adventure,  had  gone  to  California 
when  the  gold  craze  was  at  its  height  ; and,  as 
nothing  had  been  heard  from  him  for  the  last 
six  years,  his  family  concluded  he  was  dead. 
His  rough  life  had  changed  him  almost  beyond 
recognition,  yet  there  were  some  traces  of  his 
former  self  left.  Hammond  was  too  much 
dazed  to  speak  at  first,  but  finally  said 
slowly  : — 

“Why  did  you  do  this.  Bob?  Mother 
died  sooner  for  your  absence.  But  come  back  ; 
no  one  will  know  of  your  bandit  life.  Come 
back  to  those  who  love  you.” 

“ No,”  the  bandit  replied  ; “too  late,  too 
late.  I can  never  go  back  to  the  old  place, 
haunted  as  I am  by  all  my  crimes.  So  mother 
is  gone  ? It  is  just  as  well,  perhaps,  now. 
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There  is  one  thing  I wish  you  would  do  for 
me,  Cliff.  I must  leave  this  country.  Take 
my  little  Bob  back  with  you.  I have  kept  him 
in  ’Frisco,  and  once  in  a while  I have  brought 
him  out  here  ; but  ’Frisco  is  no  place  for  him. 
I want  him  brought  up  well.  When  he  asks 
tor  me,  paint  me  at  my  best.  I have  always 
been  at  my  best  with  him.” 

Then,  calling  the  child  to  him,  he  said  : — 

“ Go  with  this  gentleman,  my  boy.  He 
will  be  kind  to  you  and  will  do  for  you  what 
your  daddy  never  can.” 

“Won’t  ’00  go,  too?”  said  the  little  fel- 
low, looking  up  into  his  father’s  face  with  his 
bright  eyes. 

“ Not  now,  my  child.” 

The  little  fellow  had  an  implicit  trust  in 
everybody,  and,  in  fact,  was  accustomed  to 
traveling  about  with  strangers.  He  looked  at 
the  detecdve  as  if  sizing  him  up,  and  said  : — 

“ ’Oo  ain’t  so  big  as  dad.” 

“ No,  my  boy,”  said  his  father,  “ but  he  is 
a great  deal  bettei.”  Then,  turning  to  his 
brother  : “ The  sun  is  down,  and  we  had 

better  part  now.  Cliff.  Good  bye.” 


The  two  brothers  clasped  hands  in  silence, 
and  looked  long  into  each  other’s  face.  Pres- 
ently the  bandit,  turning  around,  kissed  his 
child,  and  then  placed  him  on  the  detective’s 
shoulders.  Hammond  slowly  started  off,  and 
was  far  down  the  hill  before  he  glanced  back  to 
the  spot  he  had  so  recently  left.  The  huge 
outlaw  had  climbed  up  on  a rock,  and  stood, 
motionless  as  a statue,  with  his  arms  folded 
across  his  enormous  chest,  watching  the  detec- 
tive as  he  moved  away  with  the  child  on  his 
shoulders.  Hammond  continued  his  journey, 
occasionally  looking  back,  always  to  find  the 
ponderous  frame  of  his  brother  in  the  same 
posture  as  before. 

People  sometimes  wonder  why  Hammond^ 
in  the  prime  of  life,  gave  up  the  detective  busi- 
ness, and  why  the  robberies  of  “ Wily  Jack  ” 
and  his  gang  so  suddenly  came  to  an  end.  No 
satisfactory  explanation  has  ever  been  given  for 
these  actions.  Some  have  hinted,  however, 
that  Hammond  could  clear  the  mystery  if  he 
would,  and  no  doubt  they  are  right. 

E.  E.  B.,  ’03. 


THE  CREW. 

The  time  is  drawing  near  when  the  candi- 
dates for  the  crew  are  to  be  called  out.  Paul 
Edwards  is  captain,  and  would  like  to  have  a 
goodly  number  of  candidates  appear.  Let  every 
one  who  is  in  any  way  fitted,  either  on  account 
of  strength  or  of  skill,  for  rowing  come  out,  and 
bring  another  championship  to  B.  L.  S.  The 
crew  has  peculiarly  hard  conditions  to  fight 
against  in  our  school.  Interest  in  it  is  hard  to 
arouse,  and  when  the  annual  race  comes  off, 
hardly  a Latin  School  fellow  is  on  hand  to  cheer 
the  crew.  Let  us  put  into  the  crew  and  the 
baseball  team  the  enthusiasm  we  showed  for  our 
foot-ball  team. 

HOCKEY. 

The  outlook  for  the  hockey  team  this  year  is 
bright.  Eleven  candidates  have  reported  to 
Capt.  W estfall  for  practice,  and  from  these  the 
school  team  will  be  chosen.  A little  indoor 


practice  has  taken  place,  and  the  men  show  up 
well.  If  we  have  favorable  weather,  there  is 
no  reason  why  we  should  not  turn  out  a win- 
ning team.  The  men  are  capable  and  inter- 
ested, and  all  they  need  is  the  hearty  co-opera- 
tion of  the  school  to  encourage  them.  Here- 
tofore hockey  has  not  held  a strong  place  in  the 
school  athletics,  and  former  hockey  teams  have 
had  to  contend  against  an  utter  lack  of  interest. 
This  year  let  the  school  show  some  interest, 
and  let  as  many  as  can  go  out  to  the  games. 

The  schedule  for  the  League  games  is  as 
follows : 

Friday,  Jan.  16. 

Cambridge  Latin  at  Spy  Pond,  3 p.  m. 

Friday,  Jan.  23. 

Brookline  High  at  Jamaica  Pond,  3 p.  m. 

Tuesday,  Jan.  z 7. 

Hopkinson  at  Jamaica  Pond,  3 p.  m. 

Friday,  Jan.  30. 

Newton  High  at  Jamaica  Pond,  3 p.  m. 


16  Latin  School  Register 


M I L I 

Everything  is  progressing  smoothly  in  the 
company  drill.  We  have  now  entered  on  the 
home  stretch  leading  to  the  Prize  Drill,  which 
is  to  be  held  April  3,  in  the  Mechanics  Build- 
ing. With  two  companies  in  the  basement 
and  the  other  six  on  the  floor  in  relays,  our 
time  is  being  spent  almost  wholly  on  company 
drill.  Now  and  then  the  salute  to  the  colors 
or  battalion  parade  is  interspersed  with  the  com- 
pany drill.  The  belts  and  bayonets  have  not 
yet  been  given  out,  but  we  doubt  not  that  they 
will  be  distributed  before  this  number  appears. 
Every  company  is  working  its  hardest,  and  the 
competition  bids  fair  to  be  sharp.  It  is  too  far 
from  the  day  of  the  Prize  Drill  to  make  any 
estimate  on  the  chances  of  the  respective  com- 
panies, and  it  is  doubtful  if  much  distinction 
could  be  made  anyway.  Copies  of  the  Prize 
Drill  manoeuvres  have  been  printed  and  dis- 
tributed to  the  commissioned  officers,  but  as 
so  few  have  been  given  out,  it  is  deemed  ad- 
visable to  print  the  list  here.  It  is  given  with- 
out change,  and  contains  the  maximum  number 
of  credits  possible  on  each  movement.  The 
numbers  following  a comma  indicate  the  para- 
graph in  the  drill  manual  relating  to  each  move- 
ment. 

I.  Discipline  and  Appearance. 

To  conclude : — 

(a)  Conduct  and  general  efficiency  at  drill 
during  the  school  year. 

Maximum  ...  20 

(b)  Efficiency  of  officers  and  non-commis- 
sioned officers  at  the  prize  drill. 

Maximum  ...  10 

(c)  Set-up,  general  bearing,  and  degree  of 
attention  at  the  prize  drill. 

Maximum  ...  10 

(d)  Condition  and  fit  of  uniforms  and  equip- 
ments at  the  prize  drill. 

Maximum  ...  10 


T A R Y 


II.  Manual  of  Arms. 

To  include;  — 

(a)  Open  ranks  (747). 

Maximum  . . . 4.0 

(b)  Present  arms — order  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(c)  Port  arms — order  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(dj  Right  shoulder  arms — present  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(e)  Right  shoulder  arms — port  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(f)  Right  shoulder  arms — order  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(g)  Right  shoulder  arms — left  shoulder 
arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(h)  Present  arms — order  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(i)  Parade  rest — company  attention.. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(j)  Fix  bayonet — charge  bayonet-  order 
arms  — unfix  bayonet. 

Maximum  . . . 3.0 

The  above  programme  of  the  manual  of  arms 
will  be  carried  out  twice  in  the  order  given ; 
first,  by  the  numbers,  and  second,  without  the 
numbers.  Ths  first  time  the  judges  will  mark 
on  accuracy  of  positions,  the  second  time  on 
cadence  and  smartness. 

III.  Company  Manoeuvres. 

To  include  : — 

(a)  March  in  line  thirty  paces — forward, 
1 27 — backward,  I 29. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(b)  Side  step,  ten  paces — right — left,  38. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(c)  Company  in  line — right  face — left  face, 
27 — about  face,  twice,  28. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 
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(d)  Company  in  line — right  face,  27 — 
march  thirty  paces  in  column  of  files — halt — 
left  face. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(e)  Company  in  line — fours  right  and  halt, 
198 — forward  march — to  the  rear,  twice,  206. 

Maximum  . . . 2.0 

(f)  Company  in  column  of  fours  marching 
— by  the  right  flank — by  the  left  flank,  1 3 1 . 

Maximum  . . . 2.0 

(g)  Company  in  column  of  fours,  marching 
— change  step  [on  right  foot]  ,41. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(h)  Company  in  column  of  fours,  marching 
— form  line  and  halt,  to  left,  207. 

Maximum  . . . 2.0 

(i)  Company  in  column  of  fours,  march- 
ing— form  line  and  march,  to  left,  207. 

Maximum  . . . 2.0 

(j)  Company  in  line — form  column  of  fours 
to  the  front,  203 — re-form  line  to  the  front 
from  column  of  fours,  210. 

Maximum  . . . 2.0 

(k)  Company  in  line — platoons  right  [or 
left]  forward  fours  right  [or  left] , 238 — platoons 
column  right  [or  left],  241 — on  right  or  left 
into  line,  208. 

Maximum  . . . 3.0 

(l)  Company  in  line — platoons  right  [or 
left],  221 — forward  march — change  direction 


three  times,  227 — re-form  company  in  line  to 
the  front  from  column  of  platoons,  236. 

Maximum  . . . 3.0 

(m)  Company  in  line — fours  right  [or  left], 
196 — on  right  [or  left]  into  line  of  platoons 
in  column  of  fours,  240 — fours  right  [or  left] , 
platoons  left  [or  right]  forward  fours  left  [or 
right],  242. 

Maximum  . . . 3.0 

(n)  Company  in  column  of  fours — right 
oblique — forward — left  oblique,  205 — forward 
— platoons  right  [or  left]  front  into  line,  243 
— on  left  [or  right]  into  line,  234. 

Maximum  . . . 4.0 

(o)  Company  in  line — fours  right,  196 — 
right  by  twos,  214 — re-form  fours,  218 — right 
by  file,  215 — reform  fours,  219. 

Maximum  . . . 3.0 

(p)  Company  in  column  of  fours — platoons 
column  right,  244 — fours  left  and  halt — 
platoons  left  turn,  233 — march — halt  in  mid- 
dle of  floor  facing  from  the  stage — present  arms 
— salute  judges — march  off  the  company. 

Maximum  . . . 4.0 

Total  of  Maximum  Marks. 


I.  Discipline  and  appearance  . . 50.00 

II.  Manual  of  arms 15.00 

III.  Company  manoeuvres  . . . 35-oo 

Total 100.00 


D I E S E 


Heralds  of  the  coming  day. 

Tokens  of  the  sun  ; 

Tinge  of  gold  in  eastern  sky. 

Sign  of  day  begun. 

Paint  the  heavens  with  thy  red. 

Day  is  come  and  night  has  fled. 

Brilliant  sun  in  heavens  high. 
Dazzling  to  the  gaze  ; 

Truthful  sign  of  noon-day  hour, 

Set  the  world  ablaze 
With  thy  rays  of  golden  light. 
Day’s  supreme,  where  is  the  night? 


T N O X 


Splendors  of  the  western  sky. 

Red  and  orange,  gold. 

Setting  sun,  with  flaming  eye. 

Gather  in  thy  fold  ; 

Weary  day,  thy  labors  done. 

Night  is  come,  thy  course  is  run. 

Fleeting  moon  ’mid  snowy  clouds. 
Shining  faint,  now  bright. 

Sleeping  world  in  silence  wrapt, 

All  is  still  ; ’ tis  night. 

Weary  man’s  in  slumber  deep. 
Watchful  angels  vigils  keep. 

V.  T.  W.,  ’04. 
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SEWING  MACHINES 

THE  TVf\«T1  Anfi Lock  Stitch  and  Chain  Stitch,  two 

CELEBRATED  LiL  Machines  in  one,  and  the 

Light  Running  New  Home 

The  Domestic  and  the  New  Home  have  been  the  Leaders  in  every  great  improvement  that 
has  been  made  in  Family  Sewing  Machines  for  a third  of  a century.  Sold  without  the  aid 
of  canvassers.  Warranted  and  Kept  in  Order  Ten  Years.  Sold  for  cash  or  on  instalments. 
Old  machines  taken  in  exchange  as  part  payment.  Needles  and  Oil  for  all  machines.  Sew- 
ing machines  rented.  All  makes  repaired. 

In  Our  Japanese  Department  can  be  found  a very  choice  assortment  of  China  Novelties  in  the 
newest  Decorations.  Very  appropriate  for  Gifts  or  whist  prizes.  Telephone,  1352  Oxford 

C.  C.  BOWLES  & CO.,  opp.^ide^ntraifce11  Jordan,  Marsh  Co.  *9  AVOII  Street 


A WORD  ON 

DECLAMATION 

A youth  properly  trained  in  declamation  and  oratory  makes 
an  investment  which  brings  to  him  constantly  increasing  returns 
throughout  his  life.  If  he  neglect  such  training  he  cripples 
that  power  of  speech  which  should  be  the  most  effectual  aid  in 
his  attainment  of  position  and  success.  The  boy  who  seizes 
the  opportunity  to  become  a speaker  will  be,  in  his  manhood,  a 
leader  among  his  associates  and  a controlling  force  in  the  com- 
munity. 

Mr.  Percy  Jewett  Burrell,  B.  0.,has  opened  a new  studio  at 
325  Huntington  Chambers,  Copley  Square,  and  would  be  pleased 
to  meet  any  of  the  Latin  School  boys  who  desire  to  become 
effective  and  winning  speakers. 


DAY  AND  liVKNING  instructions  in  book- 
keeping, shorthand  and  all  business  studies  ; 
best  of  modern  methods  and  teachers  ; posi- 
tions for  graduates.  Special  3 months’  course, 
new  students  admitted  daily  ; terms  for  even- 
ing session  $5  per  month ; send  for  pro- 
spectus, 666  Washington  St., cor.  Beach,  Boston 


ESTABLISHED  1870 

The  Royal  Worcester 

For  Young  Men.  The  Best 
SHOE  on  Earth,  $3.50 

H.  CHAPLIN  & SON 

1329  Washington  Street 


Prize  Cups 

FOR  GAMES 

Triple  Plate,  Sterling  Silver, 
Bronze,  $2.00  upwards 

Jewelry  and  Watches  for  Men  and 
Women.  Prices  to  Suit  all  Purses, 
Quality  Guaranteed 

Also  Canes,  Umbrellas,  Opera 
Glasses 

A.  STOWELL  & CO. 

Incorporated 

Makers  and  Finders  of  the 
Unusual 

24  WINTER  STREET,  BOSTON 


BUY  OF  THE  MANUFACTURERS 

Drafting  Instruments,  Water 
Colors  in  Boxes,  Drawing 
Papers,  Brushes,  Etc. 

WADSWORTH,  HOWLAND  & CO.,  Inc. 

82  and  84  Washington  Street 
216  and  218  Clarendon  Street 

FACTORIES,  MALDEN,  MASS 


Corner  Waltham  Street  BOSTON 

LYNDON  W.  CHAPLIN 
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School,  100  Boylston 
St.,  every  year  rejects 
more  students  than 
some  schools  register. 
Proven  at  our  office. 
These  rejected  ones 
would  never  succeed. 
Education  is  the  only 
foundation.  Honest  schools  do  not  promise  positions,  but 
PER.NIN  stenographers  and  book-keepers  are  found  in  the 
best  offices  in  Boston.  Trial  free,  day  or  evening.  Telegraphy 


WRIGHT  & 

DITSON’S 

High  Grade 
Athletic  Supplies 

Ice  Skates,  Hockey  Skates  and 
Special  Shoes,  Racing  Skates. 
Skates  for  Young  and  Old,  Offi- 
cial Hockey  Sticks,  Toboggans, 
Basket  Ball,  Sweaters,  Gymna- 
sium Supplies-  Handsome  Fall 
and  Winter  Sports  Catalogue, 
fully  illustrated,  will  be  sent  free 
to  any  address. 

344  Washington  St  • 
Boston,  Mass. 


THaoe 


Boston  Regalia  Co. 


CLASS  PINS,  DANCE  BADGES 
PRIZE  FLAGS 

Swords,  Belts  and  Caps 
Please  call  for  Estimates  and 
Designs 


7 Temple  Place,  Boston,  Mass. 


JOHN  B.  FITZPATRICK 
Real  Estate  and  Insurance  Agency 
23  Court  Street 

Telephone,  1410,  Boston 


DR.  E.  E.  HOUSE 

Dentist 

399  Dorchester  Street,  South  Boston 


Richardson,  Hill  & Co. 

Bankers 

And 

Brokers 

40  WATER  STREET,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

J.  FRANK  FACEY 
Printer 

36  Prospect  Street,  Cambridgeport 

Telephone  494-3 

All  kinds  of  School  and  Society 
Printing 


S.  E.  SPENCER  & CO. 
Class  Pins,  Badges  and  Medals 
15  Cornhill,  Boston,  Mass. 

Telephone  227-4  Haymarket 


Anyone  sending  a sketch  and  description  may 
qnlckly  ascertain  our  opinion  free  whether  aD 
invention  is  probably  patentable.  Communica- 
tions strictly  confidential.  Handbook  on  Patents 
sent  free.  Oldest  agency  for  securing  patents. 

Patents  taken  through  Munn  & Co.  receive 
rptcial  notice,  without  charge,  in  the 

Scientific  American. 

A handsomely  illustrated  weekly  Largest  cir- 
culation of  any  scientific  Journal.  Terms,  $3  a 
year : four  months,  JL  8olcl  by  all  newsdealers. 

MUNN  &Co.36,Broad^  New  York 

Branch  Office.  626  V St,  Washington,  D.  C. 
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BOSTON  UNIVERSITY 

LAW  SCHOOL 

Opens  on  the  first  Wednesday  in  October.  Three  Years’ 
Course  leading  to  LL.  B.  degree.  College  graduates  receive 
the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Jurisprudence  at  the  end  of  three 
years,  and  may  receive  that  of  Master  of  Jurisprudence  at 
the  same  time  by  pursuing  special  courses  in  (l)  Jurispru- 
dence j (2)  International  Law,  International  Arbitration, 
Diplomacy  and  Consular  Service  ; (3)  Spanish  Institutions 
and  the  Spanish  Code  ; (4)  The  Commercial  Code  of  Ger- 
many or  France;  (5)  Roman  Law.  For  College  Grad- 
uates one  hundred  Scholarships  of  Fifty  Dollars 
each.  Address.  Dean  MELVILLE  M.  BIGELOW,  Ash- 
burton Place,  Boston. 


u.  holzer  Bookbinder 

Binds  and  Repairs  all 
kinds  of  Books 

25  Bromfield  Street 


A sk  vour  bookseller  to  show  you  these  books. 
Published  by  Hinds  Aoble , Aew  York. 


Songs  of  All  the  Colleges  - $1.50 

Songs  of  the  Eastern  Colleges  - - 1.25 

Songs  of  the  Western  Colleges  - - 1.25 

New  Songs  for  Glee  Clubs  - • - .50 

3 Minute  Declamations  for  College  Men  1.00 

3 Minute  Readings  for  College  Girls  - 1.00 

New  Pieces  for  Prize  Speaking  - - 1.25 

Pros  and  Cons  (Complete  Debates)  - 1.50 

Commencement  Parts, ( Orations,  Essays,  etc.)  L50 


THE  SUFFOLK 

Engraving  and 

LECTROTYPING  CO. 

THREE-COLOR  PROCESS 


Main  Office  and  Plant,  234  Congress 
Street 

Branch  Office,  275  Washington  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 


BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S 
CHRISTIAN  UNION 


48  B0YLST0N  STREET,  (Next  Hotel  Touraine) 
Membership,  $1.00  Per  Year 


Evening'  Classes,  Weekly  Entertainments, 
Illustrated  Lectures,  Public 
Religious  Services,  Etc. 

Library,  over  16,000  vols.  Telephone,  Oxford  123 
Gymnasium,  $5.00  and  $8.00  per  year 
WM.  H.  BALDWIN.  President  GEORGE  PEIRCE,  Secretary 


The  University 
of  Maine 

Orono,  Maine 

A public  institution,  maintained  by 
the  State  and  general  Government. 
Undergraduate  Courses  are : Classical, 
Latin-Scientific,  Scientific ; Chemical, 
Agricultural,  Preparatory-Medical  ; Civil, 
Marine,  Mining,  Mechanical  and  Electri- 
cal Engineering;  Pharmacy  (4  years), 
Pharmacy,  (2  years) ; Short  and  Special 
Courses  in  Agriculture.  The  annual 
tuition  charge  for  these  courses  is  $30. 
Total  expense,  including  the  cost  of 
living,  is  very  low. 

The  School  of  Law,  located  in  Bangor, 
maintains  a course  of  three  years.  The 
tuition  charge  is  $60  a year.  The  diploma 
fee  is  the  only  other  charge.  For  cata- 
logue or  circular  address, 

A.  W.  HARRIS,  President. 
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